


■ — 

Giue it the Captained Dak?- Haft thee for thy /ife. 

B*ft. Hebath Commiffion from thy wifeandme. 

To hang^ ordcha in the prifon, and to lay 1 

The blame vpon her owne defpaire, 

•That file fordid her felfe. 

Duty* The Gods defend her 3 beare him hence a while. 

&nttr Lt<ir with £ or At lift in his armes. 

Lear. Howie JiowleJiowleJiowle, O you are men of (tones. 
Had I your tongues and eyes* I would vfe them fo 3 


*-> . 

I know when one is dead, and when one hues, 
Shees dead as earth, lend me a looking glalle. 


Why then flic lines. Kent. Isthisthepromiftend. 

Edg. Or image ofthat horror. Duke. Fall and ceafe, 
Lear. This feather flirs die hues, if it be fo. 

It is a chance which do’s redeemeall forowes 
That euer I haue felt. Kent. Amy good maifter. 

Lear. Pretheaway? Sdg. Tis noble Kent your friend. 

Lear. A plague vpon your murderous traytors all, 

I might haue faued her, now fnces gone for euer, 

Cordelia, fordi ha, (lay a little, ha, 

What ill thou fay ell, her voyce was euer foft. 

Gentle and low, an excellent thing in women, > 

I laid the flaue that was, a hanging thee. 

£ap. Tis true my Lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow? I haue feene the day, 


With my good biting Fauchon I would 
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Haue madethem skipped am old now. 

And chefe fame crofies fpoyle me, who are you? 

Mine eyes are not othe beft, ile tell you ftraightv 

Kent, If Fortune bragd of two Ihe lotted or hated, 
Oneofchemwc behold. Lear. Arc not you Kent? 

Kent. The fame your feruant »,where is your feruunt Cam, 
Lear. Hees a good fellow, I cancel! that, 

Hcelc flnke and quickly too, bees dead and rotten. 

Kent. No my good Lord, I am the very matt, 


Lear. lie fee that ftraight. 


Kent. 
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